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Thuella merely nodded and made a little grimace* She
began raising her thin, brown-sleeved arms to her head and
adjusting the great, flapping hat. As he saw it now beside him,
it did not look so pitiably incongruous as he had felt it to be
at first, and the further they advanced side by side down the
lane towards the back gate of Frome House the less incongru-
ous it seemed.
"They'll stare at her at the Antelope," he thought, "but
I'm really not sure they won't think her a grand lady! She
looks very fashionable to me, in spite of the belt!"
Dud's notions of what was fashionable were somewhat
vague; but he had seen in South Street, during the morning
hours when the upper class did their shopping, hats not so
very unlike the one that was now fluttering at his side.
By the time they reached Blue Bridge they had passed sev-
eral groups of pedestrians, and the glances of furtive awe
that he had caught directed to Thuella, who was evidently
taken for a distinguished visitor, changed his attitude to her
whole costume.
He even decided after various surreptitious glances at the
brown belt that what looked to him like its frequent use for
purposes other than adornment might really be the last touch
of refined dressmaking. Could this also apply to the look of
genteel fadedness that emanated from the brown suit itself?
Thuella, having stolen from him a promise that he would do
everything in his power to wheedle Dumbell's father-in-law
into assisting Mr. Quirm, fell into pensive silence, a silence
which it may be well believed gave our friend an opportunity
for many lively thoughts.
Among these thoughts one at least was decidedly cowardly,
namely that Thuella would make it appear to Wizzie that he
and she had merely encountered each other at the entrance to
Friary Lane!
But what staggered and confounded him and led to medita-
tions that were "heavy as frost and deep almost as life" was the
fact that with their departure from the "scummy pond" all his
old resentment against Thuella had returned. This was an
emotional phenomenon that astonished him more than any dis-
covery he had made in himself since he discovered that Mona's
phantom was not Mona at all, but the mere creation of bis per-
versity.